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PERILS OF BRAKEMEN. I
The Heward That Came for Saving the
Life of a Groen Rallroad Hand, |

T don't believe n ool netlon goes wore |
warded,” sald an old eallrond man the |
other day to the writer.

“About twenty yenrs ago I was shovel- |
Ing blnck dianmonds to boll the water in a
locomotive on the Wabash railway be-
tween Lafayette, Ind., nnd Danville, s, |
Near Attien, Ll thers wns an overhend
wagon bridge across the track that hmd
Killed no less than five brakemen In five
yenrs, nndd one dark, stormy night, ln eom-
Tog down the hill, I happened to remeomber
that we had u green brakeman abhead who
wis unnequainted with the romd,

“I spoke to the englneer about 1t, but he
sald, "Oh, let him go; he's all right.'  Buot
I didn't feel like letting o fellow mortal
take any such chances, and started back
over the tralo, crawling from onr Lo ear in |
the Egyptinn darkness, and came near be-
ing Blown off several thimes, ns it was blow- |
ing grost guns and old No, 8 was fanning
that train fifty miles per hour down the
summit. Hack twelve enrs from the en
gine 1 found “Brakesy,” who wis as tall and
bandsome u young man us you could find
in a thousand, and he was twisting up the
sluck of thowe brake chains with neatness
and dispatch, while the wheels made o
regular torchlight procession along the
rails.  He was budly seared when he firse
discovered me by the Hght of his old lan-
tern, crawling slong the ranning board,
with my face a8 bluck ns the ace of spades
from the dusty dinmonds,

“igit down! Bit down!" [ erled so loud
that 1 almost Imagined the whistle wos |
sounding for Attiea; and down he sat so !
hard and quick that he bit his tongue, and
the next moment we flew under the bridge, |
while his lamp seemed to burn brighter as |
it disclosed those heavy timbers over one [
head that Killed many poor @rakemen,
He came near fainting whea he clnsped
my hand, and we sat for several moments |
on the wet der of the car nnd neither of |
us spoke a single word, but we were ns |
white nround the eyes as the ghost of

“Hamlet's father.

YSix yenrs afterwnrd | was in l"nrl.l
Wayne, Tud, at the Wabash depot, one
morning, the most disconsolate man on
God's earth. 1 had been hurt on the rond |
severnl years before, was unuble to work

and was trying to get buek home to old |

Lafayette, Ind,, as 1 thought, to die, 1
wns hungry and tired and didn't have a
cent in the world, and to ses people step
up to the lunch counter and eall for hot
colfee that wna smelling to heaven wus
enough to set a poor, flat broke invalid
eraey. 1 had begun to think that all my
friends had been convenlently teanslated
bodily from earth to heaven, when a tall,
handsome conductor, with a silver lamp |
and gold banded cap, approsched me and
Inguired:

Didn't you fire an engine ubout five
years ago on the western division of the
Wabash ¥

" *Yes," I replied, ‘and [t was a sorry day
that I ever went to rilronding.’

“ Do you recognize me?

N0, sl nod yet I thought his face be-
gan to nssume the nngelic

“Well, T will refresh your memory, Do
you recollect of risking your life one dark,
stormy night in crawling over a freight
train to warn a green brakeman about a
dangerous overbead bridge below Attien?

“'You bet I do! But you're not Billy,
the brukeman?'

“‘No, sirl No more Billy in mine; it's
Will—sweet Will—the conductor on the
through passenger,’ and he broke out into
s musical laugh that nearly rattled the |
dishes on the lunch counter,

“The tears came to ray eyes in spite of |
me, for [ was wenk, weary and heartsick,
He noticed them, and clasping my hands
sald in swectest words that ever fell on
mortal enrs:

“‘Come, come! Shut her o7 and oil the !
valves,' and he led me toa stool at the |
lunch counter and said:

“*Now you sit here and fill up. Let &
few biscuits hit the chair and you will be
all right aguin.’

“Ha stepped fnto the dispatoher's office |
to get his orders while I poured down cof- |
fee that would discount the nectar of the
gods. He appeared in nbout ten minutes
and sald, ‘All aboard for Lafayeite,! took
me by the arm and led me to a eonch and
then stepped back to the platform and
waved his moss agate at the engineer, [

curled up in theseat when the train started i

to hide the tears that kept welling up in
my eyes, and for the first time in twenty

| tered,

|
His Vist ng Card,
Mes. IV Avnoo—Here 1s & card Just sewt

ap

Mr. IPAvnoo (looking at the cand)
"Cal, George Washington Lee™ 1 have
not had the honor of meeting Colonel e,
but he must be a gentleman of some v
portance.  Have him shown up

Fastern Stranger—'se glad you did'ns |
keep e walting sah, ‘cause I's gotior
hustlo of Leall at all de places de emplo |
ment agent gub me, ' lookin fo' nosity
wblon ns conchman, sah,

Mr. D'Avnoo—~Eh? Your eard sald ¢l |
George Washington Lee,

Steanger—Not kernel, sah,
fo' cullud, sal, —Good News,

Cool. stande

The Mean Ol Thing,
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Husband (kindly)—~My dear, you have
nothing decent to wear, have yon?

Wife (with alnerity)—No, indeed, I have
not; not a thing. ['d be ashamed o e
sech anywhere. My evening dress his
been worn three times alromly,

Husbund—=Yes; that's just what | 10l
Bifkins when he offersd me two tickets foe
the theater for tonight. [ koew if 1 1o0k
them they'd only be wasted, so T just gon
one,  Youwon't mind it I hurey off, — 1o
don Thoughts,

'

Hoe Went Went,

It was abont 9 o'clock in the evening
that he suddenly rose up off a box in front
of o store on Chambers street and aceosted
me with:

“Say, do you live here"

Y,

“Regular New Yorkers"

ll\"-q.l‘

“Proud of the town, of course, nul
wouldn't Hive anywhere else fora million
dollars a yenr?"

Wl
“Well, she's n buster, Lots o' things ta
be stuck over. Don't wonder you wo

aronmd patting yourself on the buek. Say!
[don't live here."

“No#"

“Live wny out west in a town of 2,000 in
bubitants, Just going home tonight, Sorry
to go, but I got to,  Say!"

“Yes"

“1 want to take wway with me a pleas
ant impression of your great saud nolyos
city, Want that impression to last i
elear home, and when I get there I want wo
ko down to the grocery and say to the
boys: ‘Boys, it bain’t no use talking. She
beats all ereation, and them New Yorkers
is the all-firedest richest, smartest and big
heartest people in all this world,' " |

“I see, but where do | come in#"

“Right hers. Yon hand me n dime:; dime |
produces pleasant impression; pleasant im-
pression makes me o friend of New York.
Present impression mlut.uam and woblbiles
—mehbe I like New York, mebbe 1 don't. |
See! Better fix me."”

[ bustened to fix him, and after wurl.n-.:f
bhimself of the valueof the coin he lifid |
his hut, bowed gracefully and suid; |

“Impression s now all right, and is go |
ing to be righter in about tive minutes,
Westward ho! is my watehword., Fure |
well!"—Chicago Tribune. '

Working a Claim.

“Yes, durling,” she said softly, "I wnns
s0 much for you to see me in my new seul
skin cloak,”

“That will be n great pleasure,’ he mut
“Tell me, dear, was it made Lo or

long years [ could have cried like a baby, | der?”

[ believe in aspecial providence since that
terrible night and the morning | was heart-
broken, and Bill—the sweetest Will on
earth—is still pulling a bell cord in the

“Of Tourse,” she replied. “Why do you
»k ?I’ |
“Beenuse,” he answered (shyly toying
with one of her twenty-five cent curls), 1

varnished ears on the old Wabash."—Ap- | thought, perhaps, there might be enough |

gentine (Kan.) Republic,

An Ameriean Consul Who Likes Robbers.

“Let me tell you a good story of Yunkee
pluck,” said a prominent business man to
& reporter recently, It is about my friend
James Springer, acting American consul
at Matanzas, s well known Cubun seaport
town. A dispatch came to me yesterday
saying thut Mr, Springer had been visiting
his brother, the American vice consul gen-
eral at Havana, und that the other night
on going out for a walk he said: ‘Joe, [
like the looks of that stick of yours. If
you don't mind ['ll take it nlong with me.'

“Laste that eveniug, as the consul was re-
turning through u dark and lonely street

left over to mauke me a cap.”"—Cloak Re |
view,
Wanted &8 Head Pat on Him,

An old man with » head as destitute of
hair as 0 watermelon, entered s Manhattan
avenue drug store and told the clerk hie
wanted a bottle of hair restorer, [

“What kind of hair restorer do you pre-
fer?" 1

‘I reckon I'll have to take a bottle of red
hair restorer, That was the color it use!
to be when I was a boy."—Texns Siftings.

Thut Was AllL
Smith—1I say, Smythe!
Smythe (who is running at the top of his

he was assailed by two highwaymen armed | speed, stops)—Well, what is it? Hurey up

to the teeth, who presented thelr weapons
und demnnded his money or his life. Mr,
Springer, who Is fumous throughout Cuba
for his cooluess anid nerve, struck one of
the footpads such a blow with his cane
that the fellow's skull was nearly frac-
tured. The other robber waus disabled by
u wecond stroke of the good stick, and ran |
away howling with fear and pain.  Mr.

Springer has hud many mdventures of a

similar kind in Cuba,

“A few weeks ago he was belng driven in

a sort of Vietorls through o lonely part of |
a Cuban town, when bis hired conchman
turued in his seat, presonted a cocked pis-
tol and demanded his ‘fare’s’ money, Mr. |
Bpringer's reply was a swiuging ‘right

hander," which knocked ‘eabby’ off his seat

(pufl, pufl), please.
ULes Lo—

Smith—I merely wanted to say thm
you'il lose your train if you didn't bhury
up.—Yankee Blude,

I bave only two min

Delicste Flattery.

“What ever made you make Bruckirs
a present of u pocket comb? He's as balid
as a billined ball.”

“Thut's just it; I want to make hin
think [ never noticed it."—Washington
Star.

Yery Little Does It.
Harry—Stunning girl just passed, eh, ol

boy?  Did you see her look back at met
Fred—Yes: they say it don't take much |

Into the street, where he was soon arvested 0 turn a woman's hewd. —Fuan,

by the police.”—New York 'T'ribune, |

Stenling Government Hills for Pager.

Recently a five dollur note on the Na-
tlonal Bank of Rhode Island, at Newport,
came o for redemptions On the fuce it
looked quite new, but the back wias washed
perfectly clewn, so that not s murk was left
on it. The joke of 1t is that the burenu of
engraving ndopted the brown back for such |
bills on the ground that it could not be
washed off, ns the green buck csn bhe, [t
wiis intended n this way to prevent coun-
terfeiters from procuring tressury poper
by rendering notes of small denominations
blank with aclds and printing big ones on
them. Thisis the flest time that confidence
in the indelibility of the brown ink has been
disturbed, Kven the seal on the front,
which is done in the same ink, has entirely
disappeared in the bill described, W hether
the thing waus done for a jest or by necident

The Difference Detined.

The difference between an editor and hi-
wife is that his wife sets things to rlghi«
while he writes things to set.—Yonkers
Btatesmann.

Only One Thing te Do,
There seems to be no course open 1o
Washington Chinamen except to drop “*fan

tan" and learn o play poker.—Washiog
ton Stur,

Kemember This,
Every man who does not labor and lay
np s fortinne muy causs absolute suffering

to his daughter's future husband.—Elhnir
Gugette,

An Approprinte Head. |

“The light that falled” is the title of Il.mI
only mateh woman bl that went ot e
fore he could lght the gus.—Lowell Con-

the authorities do vot pretend Lo suy.~ | pier,

Washington Letter,

#

WASTED SYMPATHY, I
He Wanted to Help the Sufferver, bat 11
Waus No Gin,

Tl bont hind st loft hor slip st Stten
[sland, when a man began to walk up !
down the eabin and bhold Wis Jaw nwld
Rronn, an® 't ownsn't long befors overy
Bowly mndde ot that it wis & cnse of toot
nehe. Whoever says New Yorkers niv
hard hearted  and lack sympathy doos |
them nuinjosties. Tt wasn't five minites |
bofore a dogen persons had taken n sy
patherie interest In the case and were an:
lous to do something. The man who
seemied to hnve most sympathy, howeve,

| was an old man who bhawd 0 bashel of ped

peppers inon basket down stales.  He wi-
forcing the senson s little with a plush
enpramd woprie of blue yarn mittens, but
no one comld doubt that he was bl
honrtedd,

s of toothache, eh? he guerled su
he intercepted the man in his walk, "0,
wanl, that don't mmonnt to much, Kver
s botter fall wenther than this"

The victim looked ot him inn pussled
wauy but did not reply

“How'd Tection suit yon " continmesd the
uled man s Hvely way,

The man with the toothnehe shut up one
eye mnd groandd,

“Lots of fellers prediotin a mighty hard
winter, but 1T don't see nny slgus of i, 1
don’t go much on predictions; do your”

The victhm got s twinge just then which
Ifted one foot off the floor and produced &
double groan, |

“Some of "em purtend to tell what the |
winter is golng to be by the way the frogs |
act, but I don't go & cont on frogs. How
onn i frog tell what sort of wenthor wisnre
golng to bave!  Isa frog more intelligent
thon w huamnn being?  The (dea is all non
W

“Whnat do you want, sir?” asked the saf
ferer as the pin let up for s moment, |

YO, nathin in particular.  When [ hnve
the toothuehie [ like to hive some one tallk
tome, It sorter takes the mind off the
nehe, Pve enred my old woman by telling
her a funny story.  Ever hear the yarn
abont the promeher and the ghose s

“I want you to go away and det me |
alone!™ exeluimed the other, as his hand [
wenl up to his juw ngnin,

“Don't you want 1o be talked tor”

“No, sie.,”

“You don’t! Don't you want to forget
thut toothaeher'

“Nogsirt P'moin oo condition to stand |
nonsense!'”

“Waal, by George! Uhen my sympuathy
s ot wantedy'

“XNo, sir!"

AL right, sir—ali vight! If you don't
want it 'm not the man to force it upoa
you. If you nree that kiond of uman you
can take your olid tooth nnd go to Texns
with it! Some folks con nppreciate kind- |
ness and some can't, Them us ean't won't
get no sympathy out of me”

The mnn with the toothache continusl
his walk, sighing and gronning, while the
old minn sat down beside me and sald:

“Lat 'er nche! I'd achad bim enred in
ten mdoutes if he'd been the right sort o
mat. | hope he'll have to have that tooth
drawed afore he gets throngh with it
Disl you see the way he looked nt me

e ‘."-‘.“

“Hee seted ns if he wns goln to draw of
and hit me, but it's a powerful gool thing
for him that be didn'c do it Why, sie, i be
hadd b s lie onvo him Tike s huesiennes onta
nskevter, wund the toothache wouli never
huve bothered bhim oo more!  The iden of
him acting up that way! Waal, that just
shows you what sort o' natures some crit- |
ters huve got and how useless it is to waste |
any symputhy on 'em!"—New York Even- |
Ing World, |

Cut His Eys Toeoth,

Mr. Gotham—Come back enst to live, |
eh? What was the matter with l)ngum.|
Jity?

Returned Veternn—Too noisy. Couldn't
sleep.

Mr. Gotham (to himself)—That town |
must be booming.

Returned Veteran—I'm not going back
there agnin,  1'm going to sell out,

Mr, liutlmmlhgu-ul) )=Putthe ligure low
and I'll buy.
- - - - L - L
Mr. Gotham (s month later)—See hers!
That property you sold me in Dugout
City isu't worth taxes, The town is dend
und grass growing in the strests, You sald
you left beeause 1t was sd noisy there you

couldn't sleep,

Returned  Veteran (innocently)—Y-es, |
Can any one sleep with forty million frogs
singing under his windowt—New York |
Weekly,

Ups und Downas,

e — s
S

aor— !

He—They had a lover's quarrel, parted |
and she marrled her futher's conchman for
splite,

She—What beenme of her lover? |

He—0h, he married her sister and  hired
the coachman, —1 ife.

From s Future Novel,
Hero—Have you no pity in your henrt?
Is there no tenderness in your nnture? |
Are you wholly made up of brutal eruelry? |
Villain—Ha! Ha! You appeal to n heart
of stone,  [Hissing.] I was once the cen |

ter rush of a foothall team.
Hero—"Then heaven belp us all!
is no hope, — Lile,

There

Rather Stale Bread.

Mrs, Slimdiet—The boarders are coming
in, Cut the bread, Matilda.

Miss SHmdiet—Ma, | saw In n society pa
per today that brewd shiould be broken,
not enat,

Mes, Slimdier—=That's the style now, eh?
Very well,  Where's the ax.—Good News
They Will Come Next,
Wife—My dear, have vou such a thing s

A mateh and n plece of string?

Husbiand —~Why, what's up?

Wife—My suspender hus busted. —Clonk
Review.

Truith in a Nutshell,

Temperance lndies should remember that
bad coffee sometimes furnishes grounds
for drinking. —Columbius Post,

The Last Reasort,
The sluggnrd who goes to bhis sunt sl
gets nothing s forced to desl with his ur
e Pittsburg Disputeh,

e m—rs

Mogenes In Parls, I

Mogenes, tooking In the streot with o
lantern for an honest minn, hivl u sort of
Imvieator voom weklthy eltizgen of Paris who
e vocently. Hnving o fortone of & han
dreedd thonsnnd dollnes and no beirs, this
man resaived to begueath his money to
some person whe lul proved to be perfect-
Iy honest without any motive of polley
He b vetiesd from business, and spont
his thme in o rlding up snd down Paris in
omnibuses.  He wlwasvs stationed bilmnself

| near the front paet of the nterior of the

omnibus, where e wonld have an oppor
Py b it s g by thie deiver the fares of
passengers wnd e ek Che chnngs

Frequently, when the chindue wns of n
character to owlmit iv, he guietly slipped
Into fr, afver vhe deiver hod pot it into his
bl iy contime plece - thie sgulvalent
of aboat o b mnd awnbted the result

A Parisinn nowspmper nsserts that the
old man rode vp and down the st reots for
elght vonres, doring nll of whieh time oot
Aaingle passonger tpon whom he bad be |
Kowed Lhe colir saw e to restore 10 to the
driver, from whom it wis to be supposed it
bl come,

Hat wt last, one day, when the elderly
eynie hnd shipped his osond smnll silver
plece Into the change for a five feane ploos,
el prassdd Bt toos young working givl who
Bl snntered Chie ommibins, be wias delighied
to hear hor say in o clear voles to (hie
deiver, Bt dreiver, vou've given me ifry
centhmes too mueh!”

The ol wmian sabd nothing, but mado in
quirle= abont the yonog lady, anldl baving
ascortalned boe nome, fumily and  elronm-
stances, ho mowde n will entirely unknown
to her, bequient hing her all his property.

Lastely  he diedd nndd the young woman
came into possession of her benefactor's
fortune of a bundreed thonsand dollnrs-—a
Inrge veturn, surely, for o restitution of
ten cents

The story b= told ns a traw one, bat if it
s really trae, honesty is w virtue much |
more rire in Parks than e is fn this coun |

L ey =Youth's Combunion,

Enoonrngeiment.
Bhe promod before the enmeres
To all ier culbared grace;
Ench ourl was nt s ourliest, |
Envh felll was in lts place,
Ehe fondly deomed lier attitudes
A el of vase,
Babed thiee flend el the eamisrn,
ENow, ook Intolligent, please!™
Boston Post,

The Song of the Horse. |
Muernh for elootricity, tlint saves my tired feet
And wheels, with fleet lubirioity, the carsalong |
tho st reet ! |
What wonderful complicity of fato and human
brnin
Have brought me thin fellcity of rest from toll |
nnd padng

Ere loug that grirn maonstrosity, the horse car,
it o wovngg

WL Jive, nor animoesity provoke in walting
thiranig

Nomore will domesticlty be marred by meals
deluy e,

For with swift electrleity there'll boe no oar
Wl Kiniles,

Then whoop for electeicity, the era's drawing
tiligh
tine

sigh

That wsn's uneurbud ferocity Electra's flaak
mny ol

And shiv, b roctprocity, will yank him o'er the
rond! |

With all my Tua's ¢
sipline,

For verbnl perspicucity bs hardly Inomy line,

Then give the uews publicity, the marvel's
o Lo puiss; |

Whoop-la for electricity, the horse may go to |

Thnt Infelicity mny bheave a cosmio

apacity, U'd nolgh my joy |

L
Emilio Plekbnrdt in Boston Globe,
VARICUS VERSES. |

A Similar Cnse. I

Iaok, I hivar thiat you've been captured |

With o ot rlionlal noose; |
Doubitless pow you feel enraptured

And ol ties will sawm cut loose, [
[ was almost linmolated

At Dar Harbor lnst July: |
It was there, | think yon statod,

You proposed-—well, so did 1,

No doubt you left the others
In the ballroom, for they Hy

Chaperons nod watehiful mothers
At such thmes nre in the way,

Then you strolled slong toget her
Unidernenth the starlit sky;

First you talked abouwt the weather '
And the senson - so did 1, I

Thon your left hand sought to tnke hors, |
Finding it within your reach,

While you listened to the breakers
As they thundered on the beach,

Alter that your heart grow bolder
As you saw thnt none were nligh;

Then you drew her elose and told her
That you loved her—so did 1.

All the rest is repetition,
And ' sure I wish you joy

In the chiwnge In your condition—
'l necept w enrd, old boy,

But what makes you look so wilted? |

Why that heart devouring sigh?
You don't mean that you were Jilted? I
Thnt's o goodd ane —so was 1L
=F. I, Curtiss ln Detroit Free Press. |
“The Meluncholy Days.' !
The editor's brow is wrapped in gloom;
His leaden eye is full of pain;
Aund durk forbidden thoughts of doom
Are proying on his tortured birain,

And drear and woobegone his mien;

His locks thnt onee were like the night
May actunily now be seen

Thelr valor changing into white.

His shivnrs awre doep Into the ink,
Dreepin the mucilage s pon;

This mun of thoughit will never think
A tane wod Tuckd thought again,

Poor wrete ! the verses now pour log
A seore i diay 's not hindf the sum;
And all invarinbly begin,
Tho moloncholy days hisve come,"
A Fuilure,
More yenrs ago than | slinll nnme,
I soughit to win a good wife's fame,
I knew not how - but all the same
I ovindles i shilret,

Lout, I stitebed, with many s tear;

Hollowed it out, both front and rears

Lowrved the nrmbioles while, for fear
They wonldn't e,

John's neck | mensured to bo true,
The band mtst te—that mu h I knew,
Fd heard so ort, Al olse 1 drew

Aol puckered fn,

At last "twas done. A work of art,

Complete, 1 lioped, In overy part,

“Come, John, | oalled, with quaking heart,
“I'ry on your shire.”

I must confoss it Litplged sonnoew hint

In l‘lﬂl'l‘l‘l whore I thought 't should not,

But Jabin, the brote, yollod out. “Gireat Seotd
I thiis o tent ™

And such bolinvior - laguage, welll
He uttered thilugs 11 nover tol]
I may forget them when 1| duell

I highior splivres,

Ohi, wouini of the present day,

To you's nseribod 1his tiny lay,

You dttle koow the man you pay |
Your Ilnlll-u;l' i,

It this “trae e yon'd Know,

Have Ll vour ols overth row

And seutiment 1o four winds blow.
Muko hiw wslirt,

—
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P.S. WHITE,

Successor to KRUSE & WIHITE,

1210 O STREET.

SEWING

MACHINE

2500 STITCHES PER MINUTE.

THE  -STANDARD

has the largest bobbin of any family machine made. It

holds 100 yards of No. 8o cotton,

” - .
IS THE
8 .

Lightest Runaing

It has the latest design in Bent Wood-Work.

o

and Quickest Lock Stitch Machine

—_—  —IN THE WORLD

The lat-

est improved all steel attachments, Call and
see the only perfect Rotary Shut-
tle Sewing Machine in the world.

I.LINCOI.N OFFICE,
143 South 12th t.
W. D. WOMACK, Gen’l Mgr., Kansas City, Mo.

Telephone 225,

I

- Canon City,
Rock Springs,
Vulcan,
Mendota.,
Scranton
Anthracite.
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HAS SPENT AS HIGH AS

3400000 A YEAR
¢ IN ADVERTISING:
€] 17 TS SN PIURES

{ TO TELL HIS PORTUNE .
NN R 2N N 2N AN TN

{1

(7T 7N TN TN,
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KeeD YOUR BUSINESS, and, Incidentally,
| YOURSELF, Betore the Public.

Don’t Depend on Them to Discover You !

THE MORAL IS:




